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please. He hated criticism and he loved popularity.
Had his tact, his far-famed charm, lost something of
their potency ? Or was it that these Republicans, for
all their intelligence, were impervious to the elegance,
the hospitality, the glamour and the agreeable conver-
sation which he so lavishly spread before them ?

He would ponder a little sadly on such matters as
he took his early morning bicycle lesson in the Bois.
Up and down he would wobble between the Porte
Maillot and the Porte Dauphine, while his instructor
ran panting beside him. (c Tournez i droite, Excellence,
mais virez done i droite/) He was not alone in under-
taking this strange matutinal exercise. Over there was
Marthe Darthy, in bloomers, and Marguerite Duval,
and Tristan Bernard and Jules Lemaltre.    Up and
down he would wobble from eight-thirty to nine and
then, a little wearily, he would enter his victoria and
drive slowly up the Avenue du Bois.   Paris, certainly
was very beautiful on a May morning, but perhaps a
trifle unkind.   What would Edouard Drumont have
to say about him to-day in the Libre Parole, or Arthur
Meyer in the Gaulois, or Fernand Xau in that new and
perplexing paper, Le Journal?   And to-morrow there
was to be the big reception at the Embassy.    The
Russian Ambassador would certainly absent himself.
But Princess Mathilde might  come,  and the Due
d'Aumale, and the Duchesse de Rohan.    Or would
they also, after that article in Gil B/asy avoid the British
Embassy ?   Then there was a spritualistic seance this
afternoon with Josephin P61adan and his Rosicrucians.
That might be fun.   And the Norwegian play, ' Le
Canard Sauvage' at the Theatre Libre.    And there
was that invitation from M. Lavassor to visit his